


. WEEK ENDING JUNE 3, 1916 
VU PRICE TEN CENTS 








NEXT TO GODLINESS 














bite, parch and 
any unpleasant 
cigaretty after- 


are worthy of your quick attention because they not 
only overcome every objection to cigarettes you may 
ever have had, but afford the keenest enjoyment that 
is as real as it is new to the most exacting smokers! 


For instance: 


Camel cigarettes will not bite your tongue or parch your throat; 
they leave no unpleasant cigaretty after-taste, no unpleasant 
cigaretty odor; they have a delightful mellow-mild-body, per- 
mitting you to smoke as many as you like, yet assuring that 
desirable cigarette satisfaction without any comeback! And 
Camels are as refreshing as they are different! 


Put a Camel cigarette in your mouth and light up. 
You'll get the spirit of that smooth, novel flavor, of the 
expert blend of choice Turkish and choice Domestic to- 
baccos in the first few puffs! And, as you smoke more 
: and more Camels their enticing taste will so meet your 
Smokers realize cigarette desires that you will realize their superiority. 
that the value is 
in the cigarettes and Compare Camels with any cigarette in the world 
do not expect pre- at any price! 
miums oF Once you have a personal acquaintance with Camels, 
coupons you'll not be surprised that smokers do not look for 
premiums or coupons. You'll understand, too, that 
the value is in the cigarettes, which meet every 
test you care to make. 
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HH OSFITALs use nothing but 
bottled-in-bond whiskey, and 
the brands chosen are judged by 
their purity and strength as well. 


Old Overholt Rye 
“Same for 100 years” 

is the choice of most hos- [% 
pitals, which attests to the 
merits of this pure, excep- 

tional rye. Aged in the wood 

and bottled in bond, the 
favorite of a century. 


A. OVERHOLT & CO, 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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Do Business by Mail 
It’s le, with accurate oe 
cata contains vita! inlorma- 
| Mail “Advertising. Also and 
quantity on 6,000 nati mailing lists, 99% 
guaranteed. Such as: 
War Material Mfrs. Wealthy Men 
Box Mfrs. Axle Grease Mfrs. 





prices and samples of fac-simile letters. 
Have us write or revise your Sales Letters, 
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A Word from Mr. Kirchner 


We publish below in French a reply to a 
libelous attack that has been made against 
our distinguished artist, Mr. Raphael Kir- 
chner, in an obscure paper published in 
Paris. 

These attacks, we take it, are inspired by 
a few artists envious of the extraordinary suc- 
cess of Mr. Kirchner both here and abroad. 

The American Art News of New York 
has given space in its columns to these same 
tales, and Mr. Kirchener. informs us that 
the matter is in the hands of his attorney: 


Puck est nommé dans un journal de 
Paris, completement inconnu d’ailleurs, 
a la faveur d’une attaque injuste contre 
notre distingué collaborateur Raphael 
Kirchner; |’auteur est encore plus 
obscure que le journal. 

Nous nous flattons de connaitre ici 
les noms des meilleurs journaux de 
Paris et ceux des écrivains qui repré- 
sentent le mieux l’opinion frangaise; 
nous sommes donc peu alarmés, en 
vérité, de voir le nom de Puck melé a 
une campagne, menée par un auteur et 
un organe d’une importance aussi in- 
signifiante. 

Puck n’est pas un journal de polé- 
mique et ne se fait jamais le champion 
de l’honneur outrage de ses collabora- 
teurs les plus illustres. Mais comme 
Ameéricains, nous aimons la justice et 
la défendons. 

Certes, la gloire a de cruels revers et le 
succes de notre distingué collaborateur 
n’a pu que lui attirer des inimitiés 
attisees par jalousie. Mais que des 
envieux sans conscience profitent de la 
suréxcitation due a la guerre pour |’ac- 
cabler sous les injures les plus viles et 
les calomnies les plus mensongéres, 
ceci, nous l’avouons, dépasse notre 
compréhension américaine. 

Nous avons sous les yeux certains 
documents d’aprés lesquels M. Kir- 
chner est fils d’un pére Anglais, et d’une 
mére Italienne; qu’il habite Paris depuis 
quinze ans; qu’il a demandé a devenir 
citoyen francais et a offert de servir 
dans l’armée; qu’il a prété son concours 
et a contribué 4 toutes les ceuvres de 
charité qui ont été organisées en France 
pour venir en aide aux blessés et aux 
victimes de la guerre. 

Qué plusiers Musées de France, et 
notamment celui d’Orléans, s’honorent 
de posséder ses ceuvres. 


Qu’il n’a quitté Paris un an aprés le 
début de la guerre qu’a contre cceur 
et sur l’instance pressante de ses amis 
d’Amérique, avec un passeport régulier, 
délivré par le Préfet de Police de Paris. 

Nous pourrions citer les noms de 
quelques publications illustrés de Paris 
que |l’Administration des Postes Améri- 
caines n’admet pas dans le pays. A 
’honneur de M. Kirchner nous devons 
dire qu’il n’a jamais collaboré a ces 
feuilles. Et nous, nous n’avons jamais 
commis l’erreur grossiére de juger l'art 
et les artistes francais d’aprés ces pub- 
lications, pas plus que, cette fois ci, 
nous ne voulons juger la presse fran- 
gaise et les écrivains francais d’aprés 
le journal et l’écrivain qui se livrent 
contre notre collaborateur Kirchner 
a des attaques aussi indignes et aussi 
mensongéres. 


The Convention PUCK 


Next Monday morning, Presidential pri- 
maries will pause and spelibinders cease to 
spellbind, in rapt contemplation of the 
Convention Puck, in which the little imp 
and his elfin band of cartoonists, satirists 
and humorists will proceed to lay out the 
political program for the coming campaign. 

Puck has ever been at his best when he 
unslings his lance of laughter and tilts it 
at the political prodigies of the hour. 

Once Puck has had his pre-Convention 
say, Mr. Roosevelt may breathe more 
freely, Mr. Hughes sink. down in comfort 
on his Supreme Court bench, and Mr. 
Root may see a great light. Our readers, 
we know, will depart their many ways for 
the summer, secure in the belief that the 
nation is in safe hands and Old Glory still 
waves. 

Perhaps you think this a large order for 
a youngster clothed only in silk hat and 
swallow-tail, but after all, isn’t politics only 
a wraith enveloped in a frock-coat, and 
possessed of a sepulchral voice of impending 
doom and a government postal frank? 

Don’t forget next week’s Puck. Tell 
your newsdealer to-day that you want him 
to save a copy for you under penalty of 
transferring your affections to a dealer who 
always has plenty of Pucks. 








The contents of Puck are fully protected by copyright, and must not be reproduced without permission. 
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the new Encyclopaedia Britannica 


(“HANDY VOLUME” ISSUE] 


will advance tn price— 1 on the 


cheapest binding; ‘ l Q on 


HIS advance is due to circumstances over 
which we have no control. The war has 
forced up the cost of all raw materials for mak- 
ing these books. Paper costs very much more 
than it did before the war. Some leathers cost 
75 per cent. more, and others cannot. be imported 
— they are under embargo. 
It will soon be impossible for us to supply 
sets in the most expensive leathers at any price 
because of the British embargo on fine leathers. 


The Britannica is a work that you need. The 


the highest-priced [7 rn] 


proportionally 


greatest of all reference works, in this new edi- 
tion, it is made up of 29 volumes, more than 
30,000 pages, 44,000,000 words, 41,000 articles, 
written by 1500 experts chosen for their supreme 
fitness. There are 1500 pictures and maps. An 
index of 500,000 entries makes all this wealth 
of information easily available. 

All yours now at a great price saving—in 
any binding, shipped complete for a first 
payment of only $1. Satisfaction guaran- 
teed or your money back. 





If your order is to 








be accepted at the 
present low prices it 
must be postmarked 
before 7.33 p. m. June 
17th. Don’t wait until 


To Sears, Roebuck and Co., Chicago 


1916 





Please send me a set of the ‘Handy Volume” issue of the new Encyclopaedia 
Britannica (iith edition), India paper, in style of binding marked with an X. 
I enclose $1.00 as first payment and agree to pay balance in monthly payments as 
specified, beginning one month from date. You are to give me receipt when I have 
paid in full, and then the Encyclopaedia becomes my property. You guarantee 
that I may return the books within three weeks if not entirely satisfied and that you will 
refund all I have paid for them, including shipping charges both ways. 


I have always been faithful in paying my obligations and am making this state- 





o ment for the purpose of inducing you to grant me this credit and to assure you that 
the ine minute. Or you may feel safe in trusting me to pay as agreed. 
der '0-da e 
7 Name : . 
We take all the risk (Sign your name here plainly and carefully) 
Post -office State 


You are protected by 
our guarantee. There 
will never be such a 
chance again. 


Sears, Roebuck 
and Co. 


Sole Distributors 


Chicago 














Street and No. 





Shipping Point, if different from Post-office 





I have been located in this town since 





My profession, business or occupation is 


NOTE: To pay cash in full, write in only your name, address and the place to which 
the books are to be sent; check (to ihe right) the binding you want; and. enclose check, 
money-order or draft for the cash price as listed for that binding. 

All prices are figured so low that shipping charges cannot be prepaid. The set, boxed 
for shipment, weighs less than 60 pounds. We have warehouses in 12 cities and will ship 
your set from the nearest. 


Check Your Choice 
loth—21 payments of 
ate monthly. Total, 


Full Brown Sheep, Mor- 

co Grained—21 pay- 
ments of $3.50 monthly. 
Total, $74.50. 

[y% Crushed Green Mor- 
occo. Levant Grained— 
22 payments of $4.00 
monthly. Total, $89.00. 
Full Crushed Green Mo- 
rocco, Levant Grained— 
22 payments of $4.50 
monthly. Total, $100.00. 


CASH PRICES 
Cloth, $58.88 
(Corresponding binding and 
paper in Cambridge issue sells 

at $166.75 cash.) 

, $68.54 
(Corresponding binding and 
paper in Cambridge issue sells 
at $203.25 cash.) 

3% Morocco, $81.88 
(No corresponding binding in 
Cambridge issue.) 

Full Morocco, $92.00 
(Corresponding binding .and 
paper in Cambridge issue sells 
at $267.50 cash.) 

183f 





If you wish special bookcase, add $3.75 to payment and specify oak or solid mahogany. 
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—Drawn by Studdy, of London 


AT AN AFTERNOON TEA 








A German grand-opera singer was arrested 
in Rotterdam and charged with smuggling, 
a side of bacon being found around her 
waist. Strange that anybody suspected her. 
The average grand-opera singer looks as 
though she had two, or even three, sides 
of bacon around her waist. 


“Is a war conceivable between New 
York and Rhode Island? It ought 
to become as inconceivable between 
France and Germany.” 

—Senator Henri La Fontaine of Belgium. 
If the gentleman will look closely, he will 
note that there is no tariff wall between New 


York and Rhode Island. 


“Immediately, if not sooner,” is an outworn 
flippancy, but it might not be a bad idea 
to incorporate it in our diplomatic phrase- 
ology. When the President next requests an 
“immediate response” from Germany, for 
example. 


Dr. Abraham Jacobi says there is no 
class in the world “more stupid, epileptic, 
idiotic and defective than the aristocracy of 
Europe.” But, on the other hand, they 
possess the “divine right to rule,” which 
should make them philosophical, and willing 
to put up with such trifling handicaps as 
the Doctor mentions. 


“All the world is seeing red,” remarks 
President Wilson. Hurrah for the red — 
white and blue! 





Prussian boys of 17 have been called for 
military service. Before long, teething rings 
and rubber rattles will be included in a 
recruit’s equipment. 





“After every one has been freely 
and fairly considered, we will pick 
the man whose nomination will be the 
best thing for the party and the 
country.” —Senator Penrose. 


Why lug in the country? 


Socialism is spreading amazingly 
among the troops. 
—The news from Germany. 
Let’s see; Socialism, if we remember 
rightly, was the thing that had “honey- 
combed” the armies of Europe and made 
‘‘war impossible.” 





“It is peculiar that we will adopt 
one standard toward Haiti because 
it is small, and another toward 
Mexico because it is bigger ”’ 

—T..2 Colonel. 
When President — at one time — Roose- 
velt recognized the Republic of Panama, 
and told the United States of Colombia 
it might go to Southern Hades, he was 
dealing, as we all know, with a great and 
powerful nation. 











A wire from Pennsylvania gives the 
obvious information that the _ coal-mine 
wage increase will fall unanimously upon 
the public. The public’s only hope lies in 
war. Then the coal-mines, with every other 
form of public utility, may be taken over 
by the state and prices kept within bounds. 
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It is pleasant, in these days of discord 
and turmoil, to find occasional unanimity 
of opinion. The latest ‘‘Wilson note,” 
said Colonel Roosevelt, “tis up to his usual 
standard.” And, according to a despatch 
from Paris, the French newspapers also 
regard it as a “diplomatic masterpiece.” 


FRANCE 


, - 
te 
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Crown Prince: “Come help me let go of 
this bird, Papa.” 


“The Colonel,” states a member of the 


Democratic National Committee, “‘is the 
hair shirt that the Republican Party must 
wear for its sins.” The hair shirt?~ Say, 


rather, the Republican Party’s disunion-suit. 





The Methodist Conference would have 
Congress forbid the export of liquor to the 
Hawaiian Islands because of the “carousals” 
of American soldiers there. Why not restore 
and prevent carousals by 

(Cries of “No, No!” and 


the canteen 
rational means? 
hisses.) 





“There is nothing in the world so 
indispensable to the aspirant for 
camera honors as the big eyes.” 

—A Movie Director. 
The big head, of course, is not absolutely 
essential. 





“It is astonishing the way ers 
minds have turned to Mr. Root in 
this crisis.” —A Root Boomer. 


“The people, with growing intensity 
and volume of utterance, are de- 
manding that Hughes be nominated.” 

—A Hughes Boomer. 
There is nothing like having the people 
with you. 
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Verses by Berton Braley 


The Hughes boom is growing, 
While T. R. is showing 

Great strength—that’s the dope as it 
It looks, and with reason, [runs; 
As if this here season 

Was tough on the poor Native Sons. 


Fat little John Ryan 
Was star baby lion 
Of Gotham’s great infantile show, 
Which gathered examples 
And excellent samples 
Of quite the best crop that we grow. 


A young college student 
Declares it imprudent 
And wrong to indulge in a kiss, 
When asked if he tries it 
He hotly denies it, 


But “Oh sir, he does,” cries a Miss! 


Our boxers and fighters 
Are real haughty blighters 
Demanding five figures each bout, 
If we had the pleasure 
Their value to measure, 
Five zeros is what we'd deal out. 


With manner most dashing 
Tris Speaker is smashing 
The Cleveland team into the lead, 
But maybe that’s lost on 
The magnates in Boston 















Who wouldn’t pay Speaker his meed. 
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THE NEWS IN RIME 


Drawings by Merle Johnson 


So Mexico flouts us, 
The Kaiser he scouts us 
As only a note-writing crowd, 
While congress is passing 
Its sessions in gassing— 
Gee, doesn’t it make you feel proud? 


Hank Ford, our good neighbor, 
Thinks six hours of labor 
Enough for six dollars a day, 
Which makes us desirous 
Of having him hire us, 
We'd take such a job, right away. 


Our latest advice is, 
The submarine crisis 
No longer endures or exists, 
If ships hit the bottom 
The captain that got ’em 
Will suffer three slaps on the wrists. 


In spite of alarums 
And cries of “to arrums” 
Which many real leaders uncork, 
Our congress continues 
To think that the sinews 
Of war are constructed of pork. 





Why should we be nervous, 
Six new ships in service 

Have boosted our battleship flock, 
With pride do we scan them 
(To get crews to man them 

Six others are tied up in dock). 














The war isn’t finished, 
With hate undiminished 

The nations are fighting on yet, 
—Well, dust off your racket, 
Your golf kit, unpack it, 

Let’s play for awhile—-and forget! 
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What Congress Needs. 





Drawn by William C. Morris 
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Those Poor Republicans 


WRITER in the New York Times, discussing Re- 
publican presidential possibilities, declares that 
“Hughes has an inestimable advantage in the fact that 
he can’t talk. He is so situated that it would be an im- 
propriety to ask him to talk.” 

Which of course indicates a plight of great pitiability 
in the G. 0. P. When a party has reached a condition 
where it is fatal for the people to discover what its 
leaders believe, it is time to call the doctors, if not the 
undertaker. But of course all is not lost so long as 
Mr. Hughes remains. His watchword is silence and his 
attitude on all public questions of the day is likewise 
silence. 


But if perchance Mr. Hughes should put this satanic 
presidential temptation behind him and refuse to re- 
linquish the luxurious somnolent life position which he 
now holds, we would respectfully suggest to the honor- 
able Republicans that they ransack the deaf-and-dumb 
asylums for a suitable substitute. Or better than that, 
apply to the nearest historical museum for a well-cured 
and dignified-looking Egyptian mummy, for an Egyp- 
tian mummy can’t even make signs and thus is in no 
danger whatsoever of compromising itself or its party. 


a 


Quite Well, Thank You 
A’ the beginning of the war, many good-hearted 


people of sentimental tendencies told us that the 
kings and kaisers of the warring countries and their 
beloved families would suffer most by the war. They 
had most at stake not only in power and wealth, but 
in inevitable casualties in their family ranks. 


However this may be, whether the people and news- 
papers who told us this really believed it, or whether 
they were paid to tell us so, it is a pleasant task,eminently 
befitting a paper devoted to being pleasant, to chronicle 
the fact that the pains and casualties among the royal 
families have to date been reassuringly slight. Even 
in those countries that have been terribly devastated, 
financially and morally ruined by the war, we find the 
royal families well taken care of at the villas of some 
of their royal relatives. 


It must be comforting to those sympathetic indi- 
viduals who sobbed at the beginning of the war in 
contemplation of the terrible sacrifices to be brought 
by the royal families, to reflect that while Servia is 





starving, her king is living happy and contented in 
Italy; and while Belgium is broken, her royal family 
has almost as good a palace somewhere in London as 
they had before the war in Belgium. 


It must be doubly gratifying to these people to know, 
that the most serious casualty that has been recorded 
of any one of the royal families since the beginning of 
the war, was the unkind bump suffered by King George 
when, while riding, he came down where his horse was 
not and the cruel earth rose up and smote him. 


—-e— 


“Mad-Hatter” Honors 


b tena news of the decoration by his Imperial Majesty 

the Kaiser of Captain Boy-Ed, former naval attache 
at Washington, is doubtless another evidence of Ger- 
many’s friendship for America. 


Did not Boy-Ed’s schemes to blow up the Welland 
Canal in Canada, to tie up American industry by a 
general strike, and to fit out commerce raiders from 
this country all fail? And does not the German govern- 
ment, having no sympathy with the plotting of its 
citizens against America on our soil, follow exactly the 
right course in conferring honors on them when they 
fail in their plots? These honors will of course please 
“die Amerikaner” who will understand that the Order 
of the Red Eagle was only conferred on Boy-Ed because 
the plots failed. 


—— 


Invisible Government 


OF course Brandeis may be rejected by the Senate 

as unfit for such a citadel of crusty conserva- 
tism as the Supreme Bench. The appointment of 
every sincere reformer, of every champion of true 
democracy, may be nullified by purse and privilege. 
Yet these things are unlikely. It is not within the 
bounds of reason to suppose that, much as the corrupt 
interests hate Brandeis, they will make an issue of 
his rejection. 


They may marshal their forces to crush him, but 
they are too shrewd to push their will in the face of a 
united demand of practically the entire country for 
his confirmation. By popular vote Brandeis would be 
elected to the Supreme Bench, ten to one. Wealth and 
privilege know this. They will heed it too. 
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“Mrs. Brumbaugh must have a splendid con- 
stitution—she’s so much out in the open” 





Journalism 


The City Editor ran his eye over the 
copy which had been submitted by the new 
reporter, and swore with such heat that his 
green celluloid eyeshade sizzled and curled 
up. 

“Here, here!” exclaimed the City Editor, 
whose heart was warm in spite of his gruff 
exterior and his frayed trousers, “this will 
never do! If you’re going to be a good 
reporter, you’ve got to produce different 
stuff. You say here: ‘Emma Jones, of 116 
East Street, stole a watch from Henry 
Smith, of 29 West Street, this afternoon. 
Inspector Brown happened to be in Green’s 
pawnshop when she attempted to pawn it; 
and since the watch had Smith’s name on 
it, he arrested the Jones. woman on sus- 
picion. She is being held.’ That’s all wrong, 
my boy: all wrong!” 

“What’s wrong about it?” remonstrated 
the new reporter. “Those are the facts; 
and the facts are what you told me to get.” 

“Mebbe so! Mebbe so!” admitted the 














City Editor, “but they’re not dressed up 
properly. Just let me show you.” And 
seizing a pencil, the City Editor attacked 
a sheet of copy paper viciously. 

“Here’s the way you should have written 
that stuff,” said he a few moments later. 
“Listen to this: 

“ ‘Suspected of being the female Raffles 
who has created such a stir in the exclusive 
West End district, Emma Jones, a beautiful 
society girl, was to-day arrested by In- 
spector Brown. It is alleged that Miss 
Jones purloined valuable jewelry from 
Henry Smith, a wealthy West End club 
man. The arrest was the outcome of skilful 
detective work on the part of the police 
department.’ ” 

“Not a bit like it!” objected the new 
reporter. ‘““Those aren’t the facts. The 
woman hasn’t created any stir in the ex- 
clusive West End district or anywhere else; 
and she isn’t beautiful, and she isn’t a 
society girl. Her face would stop a clock; 
and if she had to choose between five forks 
at a dinner-party, she’d fall down and stab 
herself on them.” 

“You’re wrong,” said the City Editor 
calmly. “She created considerable of a stir 
in her own breast, didn’t she? And evety 
woman is beautiful to someone, unless she 
is a recluse who has no children. And all 
people — except hermits— move in a so- 
ciety of their own. Don’t they?” 

“Well, maybe they do,” admitted the 
new reporter, “but you speak of valuable 
jewelry. That watch cost only $9.75 when 
it was new.” 

“Oh, stop your beefing!” growled the 
City Editor. “Nine seventy-five is a lot 
of money, as you'll soon find out if you 
stay in the newspaper game.” 

“But you call Smith a wealthy West End 
club man,” argued the reporter. “He actu- 
ally lives in a hall bedroom, and I don’t 
believe he ever saw more than eleven dollars 
all at one time in his life. As for the club 





AT THE SUMMER REVUE 


Wardrobe Mistress—"“Goodness! How times change; I can remember when we carried 
eleven trunks for the Chorus girls’ costumes, and now we only need one !” 


Drawn by Hal Burrows 


man end of it, I’ll bet a dollar to a sour 
cream cheese that the only club he ever 
belonged to is a pants-pressing club.” 

“On this sheet,” observed the City Editor 
coldly, “anyone who has more than $3.75 
in his possession is entitled to be classed as 
wealthy. And if a pants-pressing club isn’t 
a club, what is it? Are you deliberately 
trying to withhold facts from your paper?” 

“You know I’m not,” said the reporter 
indignantly. “But when you say that the 
arrest was the outcome of skilful detective 
work on the part of the police department, 
instead of a fat piece of luck for a square- 
headed inspector, you are misleading the 
paper’s readers.” 

“Oh, no; I’m not,” replied the City 
Editor, glancing wearily at his assignment 
sheet. “That’s the police department’s idea 
of detective work— stumbling into any- 
thing. We might as well judge them on 
their own valuation — until we get some- 
thing worth while to jump on them for. And 
now chase out to Punkville and get me a 
good story on Alderman Stiphson, who 
uses cigar ashes for toothpowder. Get a 
picture of his teeth; and whatever you do, 
bring back the facts this time!” 

And as the new reporter slouched de- 
jectedly from the City Room, the City 
Editor plunged his shears malevolently into 
the bowels of an afternoon paper and muttered 
glumly: “Ill make a newspaper man out 
of him, even if I have to tell him every- 
thing I know.” —By K. L. Roberts. 





“He traced back his ancestry to William the 
Conqueror, in five minutes, on his cuffs!” 





Apmrirer — Did you ever have any real 
adventures while acting for the films? 

Screen Star — To be sure; one time the 
director rowed away, leaving the camera 
man and myself alone on a desert island 
and we burned up six reels of fine film 
signalling to be taken off. 





Quoting from a London cable, Khalil 
Bey, the Turkish general to whom a British 
force recently surrendered, “was anxious 
that the garrison be well rationed and that 
General Townshend, for whom he expressed 
profound admiration, be given every com- 
fort, after the privations he had endured so 
gallantly.” An instance, we presume, of 
“the Unspeakable Turk.” 
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Feelings of an artist upon beginning a painting 


A Chat with the Duchess 


“Isn’t it strange,” said the Duchess (we 
were sitting on the balcony of her Riverside 
Drive home, overiooking the starlit river), 
“how people continue to speak disparagingly 
of the city—particularly in Summer? 
Why, it’s the best time to be here. And the 
city itself has its everlasting advantages.” 

“For instance?” I said. (I have learned 
to question the Duchess in no other way.) 

“Why, stupid, you know as well as I do 
that it is all tommyrot about the country 
having the better of it!” she exclaimed. 
‘Just think of us here tonight — the moon, 
the river, the boats, the breeze, the stars, 
the —” 

“And you!” I could not help adding. 

“Don’t be sentimental!” replied the 
Duchess. But I noticed that she touched 
my hand on the last syllable. “You'll 
spoil everything.” 

“But how about the poor in the city?” 
I asked, taking her rebuke, as I always 
did, in good part. 

“Yes, they do suffer,” she answered, 
after a little pause, and with that beautiful 
sympathetic sigh in her voice which I have 
learned to love. “But they suffer almost 
as much anywhere—city, or town, oF 
Ireland. But there’s one big advantage the 
city has over the country for people like 
you and me.” 

“What's that?” I asked. 

“Why, neigborhoods never change in a 


“place as big as New York. I have lived up 


here — let me see, I hate to tell you, but 
it must be fifteen years —” 

“Ever since you were a little, tiny girl,” 
I broke in. 

“and in all that time,” the Duchess 
went on, as though I had not spoken — as 
though, indeed, I had been one of the neigh- 











bors she was about to mention — “I have 
not become really acquainted with one of 
the people who live next door. So, when I 
go abroad, or to California, or anywhere for 
any length of time, I am not afraid to come 








Rattle, Rattle. ~~ 





back. I do not dread that bugbear of senti- 
mental and emotional human beings — 
change. For there is nothing to be changed! 
The asphalt is as it was; the iron railing 
cannot crumble; the lamp-post is stationary; 
the statue opposite is adamant indeed; 








Drawn by Power O'Malley 


and when he has finished the work. 


and there are no lost friends up the street 
—for I had none to lose! All the aspects 
of my life are the same. Could you say as 
much for any country place?” 

“No,” I admitted weakly, “I could not.” 

“So you see,” went on the Duchess in 
the starlight, her eyes like twin stars them- 
selves, “we whose privilege it is to live in 
the great cities have much to be thankful 
for. They speak of cities changing. Dear 
me! it is the country that changes, For in 
any community of over two hundred souls 
— we always say ‘souls’ when we want to 
be solemn!—there are gaps caused by 
death even during the shortest absences. 
From change and breaks, good Lord deliver 
me!”’ 

I thought, for a moment, that she had 
said “from chains and brakes.” So I was 
silent. Then, “It’s a heavenly night for a 
motor spin; don’t you think so?” 

“Yes,” she said; “it is. The moon looks 
romantic, and I am tired of that monotonous 
river, and that statue over there, and the 
iron railing, and of seeing people pass by 
that I don’t know and can’t speak to, and 
of this dull row of houses, whose inhabitants 
I’m not even acquainted with.” 

So we rode away — into the country! 

Charles Hanson Towne. 





A Fast Worker 


Jenxins— My stenographer can write 
one hundred and fifty words a minute. 

Tompkins —So can mine — but she 
doesn’t seem to care what the words are. 





Where the Art Came In 
Frame-Maxer—Is it true that the 
picture you just sold is a genuine work of art? 
Deater — No, my friend; but the story I 
told about it was. 

















It must have been two decades since I went to 
the circus. Away from their regular haunts critics 
are tame cats. In the playhouse, armed with our 
little hammers, we are as brave as plumbers; but 
on a roof garden, at the circus, in church, during slumber, we are 
the mildest pirates that ever scuttled a play or forced innocent 
leading ladies to walk the critical plank. We go alone tothe theatre 
with impunity, or with some other fellow’s girl, — but at the circus 
we need a nurse to show us the ropes and to keep us from the hoofs 
of the carnivorous elephant. It was a revelation when I drifted 
into Madison Square Garden the other day. I regretted that I 
was not a boy with dirty hands and a joyful heart. O! to recapture 
that first rapture— as Browning or some writing Johnny said of 
the circus. The circus is the one place on our muddy planet where 
rapture rimes with the ring. 


The Critic 
and the 
Circus 


Among Among the animals I gained my equilibrium; the 
the Beasts odors evoked a host of memories. Yes, I easily 

recalled the old-time circus with its compact, 
pitched tent on North Broad’ Street, Philadelphia. The pink 


lemonade; the hoarse voice of the man who entreated us to buy 
tickets — there were no megaphones in those days; the crisp crackle 
of the roasting peanuts —the ovens revolved by the man from 
Ravenna, the man from Ascoli, and the man from Milan. They 
followed the circus from the river’s edge and they were far more 
human than the policemen who gently whacked us with their 
clubs. The sense of smell is said to be one of the strongest aids 
to memory. As I passed the cages in the Garden, saluting our 
pre-Adamic relations, bidding a kindly good-day to the Zebu, and 
nodding in a debonair fashion to the Yak, I could not help yearning 
for that old-fashioned circus. Again.I saw myself sitting in peaceful 
agony on a barrel; again I felt the slaps and pinches of my tender- 
hearted aunt — now in Paradise, I hope; again my heart tugged 
like a balloon at moorings as the clowns leaped into the ring, grima- 
cing, chortling, and fascinating us with their inhumanity. It needs 
an eloquent pen to describe those glorious days when we were so 
desperately happy. Other days, other ways, I sighed, as I tore 
myself loose from the prehensile trunk of a friendly baby elephant 
and passed into the huge auditorium where once Thomas, Gilmore 
and Seidl had conducted. Ah! the sad, bad, glad, dear, dead, 
tiresome, poverty-stricken, beautiful old days! Ah! the senti- 
mental “jag” induced by the peanut-swallowing and the perfume 
of the chaste, odoriferous apes! Ah!-the horror of the double- 


pronged hippopotamus! 
Hurrah! It’s time! The bell has rung. We seat ourselves. 
I look about me. Resplendent gentlemen, wearing 
evening dress at high noon, after the daring manner of our Gallic 
cousins, toll bells. I become excited. Why those three-and-thirty 
strokes? What the symbolism? Shaw or Ibsen? I groaned and turned 
my attention to my neighbors. One of them I felt, though could 
not see. I raised my voice emotionally, uttering certain brief 
blasphemous vocables. The effect was magical. “Johnnie, take 
your feet out of the gentleman’s collar; that’s a good boy!” It was 
the soothing voice of a mother. Bless her clairvoyance! I sat back. 





SIME Henk 


Johnnie, being a superchild, howled at the interruption of his 
pleasure and I felt sorry for him. Childhood is ever anarchistic. 
But as I wore only one collar, it was well that the matter* thus 
ended. Hurrah! Here they come! The clowns, the clowns, the 
clowns! Some hieratic owl hath said that the clown epitomizes: 
mankind. He certainly stands for something, this full-fledged fool. 
And what a Rabelesian list of names have these merry, musical 
clowns! Even if the years have passed by, these lively rascals and 
jolly boys do not show them. The same squeaking; the identical 
yodeling; the funny — yet sinister — expression of .their eyes; the 
red, slitted mouths — not a day older than ten did I feel as they 
came tumbling in and began their horse-play, punctuated with 
yells, yahoo-like gestures, ribald ejaculations, and rough-and-tumble 
falls. It must all mean something, or else, as Walt Whitman says, 
“Life is a suck and a sell.” What does this hooting express in the 
economy of the universe? A voice of sorrow penetrates my ear- 
drums. It is the cry of the pet pig in a baby carriage wheeled by 
a chalk-face varlet. Ding-dong! Ding-dong! The bells again. 
The grand march of the freaks follows the Persian pageant. It 
stupefied. After more bellmanship from the man in the silk hat 
and spiketail coat, we saw the elephants majestically enter. Then 
the horses! The show was let loose. Tumblers and wire-walkers; 
women who stood on their heads and smiled; oriental jugglers 
who would be invaluable in a park runaway, for they jump all 
over their carriage and horses as if earth had lost its power of 
gravitation; men and women in midair risked their necks as they 
swung to the tap of a drum and launched themselves like human 
projectiles. But I sedulously read a program advertisement about 
a wall covering for bathrooms. My nerves are never my own 
when those diabolical risks are being taken. It would hurt us all 
if any performer were hurt. I’m only writing what most people 
feel but do not say. Certain folk go to see the “Dip of Death” 
or other diversions on the rim of eternity with the faint, unexpressed 
hope that something may happen, precisely what they dp not dare 
to formulate. The Englishman of the well-known anecdote, who 
followed for years the circus longing to witness the educated ‘lion 
eat the uneducated lady, was not, we are assured, disappointed 
in his sentimental hopes. What an amateur of delicate sensations 
he must have been, and how like many of his fellow beings; only 
he had the courage of his cruelty. 


The whirlwind dancers delight our sense of rhythm Jhe Thick 
and love of arabesque. They make marvellous It 
patterns as they madly dance. A family of acrobats of 

stir the pulse; but it is the jockey races and the chariot races that 
make the blood course more swiftly in the veins. No imitations 
these, but the inevitable thing. As the chariots crash around the 
curves, you stand on your hind legs, and, brushing Johnnie’s feet 
from your spine, notwithstanding his selfish remonstrance, you 
shout with wooly mouth and in a husky, frantic voice. Instinct- 


ively you turn down your thumbs, pollice verso, or, as Bayard 
Taylor translates it — “the perverse police” 
You become positively bloodthirsty. 

(Continued on page 22) 


of the Géréme pic- 
ture. 

















St. Pen - 


Rich Father: Are young Simpson's intentions serious, Marie? 
He’s running into debt frightfully! 


Daughter: No — but they will be! 
Petty Larceny 


Dingsby sneezed. He weighed two hundred and 
four, and sneezing meant a great deal to him. It 


tipped his hat over his perspiring brow and caused - 


his collar to strain at its moorings. Unemotional 
tears welled up in his eyes, and blindly he dropped 
his suit-case beside that of a lady who was also stand- 
ing in line to buy a Pullman seat. 

Groping wildly for a handkerchief he found in one 
pocket a time-table, in another a bunch of keys, in 
another two theatre-checks and at last four damp 
handkerchiefs in a wad. For Dingsby had hay-fever. 
He had just succeeded in clearing his vision when the 
train announcer mounted his dias and made a succession 
of mouthing noises from among which Dingsby detected 
the name of his destination. Then, in his confusion, 
he sneezed again. 

Down slid his hat over his eyes — snap! went his 
collar from its button. But he must get that train! 

Blindly he lunged for the first suit-case that his 
groping fingers found, and dashed across the length 
of the station through a swimming blur. 

He heard a cry of “Stop Thief!” behind him, 
followed by a mad clattering on the tiled station-floor. 
He wanted to stop to see the excitement, but there 
ahead of him he could dimly discern the gate-man 
looking menacingly at his watch with his hand on 
the gate. So Dingsby took a quick glance behind 
him and ran all the faster. 

The noise of the crowd behind him seemed to be 
coming in his direction and grew louder and more 
vociferous. Torn between curiosity and eagerness 
to catch his train, Dingsby tried to turn sideways as 
he ran, like a fleet crab, with the result that his suit- 
case caught between his knees, catapulting him at the 
gate which shut with a clang, and he was slammed from 
behind against the bars with his face and one leg jammed 
through, like a marmoset in the Zoo begging for nuts. 

He was extricated and whirled about and found 
himself facing a crowd of heated, glaring faces. 

“What are yer doin’ with that suit-case?” demanded 
an official, reaching for his gun. 

“That suit-case,” gasped Dingsby,“‘why—er—that’s 
my suit-case.” And he turned it on end to look for 
his initials. 

And, sure enough, there they were, and it was his. 
—Robert C. Benchley. 














June: It All Depends 


(A reversible rime) 




























































Thy coe —_ } winds are wild with glee 
brilliant . a : mirth 
oad { swollen } ckios . xe full } with { dread 


stay with me 

from me go 

sing thy birth 
wish thee dead 


—Elias Lieberman. 


Hadn’t Been There 


Lecturer (in small town) — Of course, you all 
know what the inside of a corpuscle is like. 

Cuairnman oF MeetineG (interrupting) — Most of 
us do, but ye better explain it for the benefit of them 
as have never been inside one. 


O June, forever { 


I'll tune my lyze to 








His Grievance 
Frrenp — So you didn’t renew your subscription in 
the local Chamber of Commerce? 
AS Proprietor oF SMALL Town SaLoon — Nope. I 
=< belonged one year and it’s a fake. The members 
of the organization are supposed to trade with one 
another. I did my part, but did any of the town’s lead- 
ing citizens come down here when they wanted to get 
drunk and have atime? Not much! They went to New 
York same as they always_did. 





ES ES 





af eo = 
Drawn by R. Van Buren. 

Clairvoyant: Why, of course, I can call up your wife’s ghost! 
to Mme Zaza, next door, she couldn't! 

Widower: Thanks! I'll try Zaza! 


attempt! 


But if you'd gone 






I promised my wife I'd at least make an 
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Drawn by Raiph Barton 
Make Patriotism Attractive to the American Taste and Complete Preparedness 


will be Accomplished at Once. 





























Witches’ Caldron 


The crowd is usually wrong, all big truths have been 
discovered slowly, one at a time by one person at a time, 
usually under apple-trees or by the stove in the kitchen. 





A man’s standing in his community is what people 
say about him after he leaves a meeting. 





The time is soon coming when a man, no matter 
who his grandfather was, will have to stand on something 
higher than a sack of gold to lift himself above the crowd. 





The man who spends his evenings painting the town 
red, usually has a wife at home trying to whitewash |} 


what is left of his reputation. 





Men with long faces are very seldom broad-minded. ! 





The woman whose husband told her that he always l 
did his best work when thinking of her, should have | 


watched him beating the rugs last Saturday. 





The follies of their forefathers have more influence || 
upon the present inhabitants of this earth than the ' 


well-being of posterity. 





An optimist is a man who, when every bone in his || 
body aches, is glad he isn’t a shad. A pessimist should | 


be treated with consideration and Nujol. 





The man who never dreams, never attempts the || 
impossible. The man who never attempts the impossible, || 


doesn’t progress. 
prog 





The man who is thoroughly respectable is apt to be || 


dangerous. 
It takes two to be friends, pick yours from the cranks. 





A person with nothing to commend him expect his || 


thorough respectability will dry up the well of your ideas. 





















































There are a lot of old hypocrites in frock coats who 
spend their lives expecting to get something for nothing 
—only they call it Hope. 











This is the time of the year to forgive all your enemies 


— even the little ones you can lick with one hand. 





Happiness 

Happiness is the little, blue wayside flower on the 
highway to Nowhere. Happiness is the unexpected 
Master Violinist at the country dance the will-o’-the- 
wisp on the meadow of life which vanishes utterly when || 
you try to catch it. 
Happiness just comes unbidden, it is never secured. 

Once in the half-forgotten past, we tried hard to get 
a position in the bank back home, Squire Johnson’s bank. 
| The Squire was to come by on his way home after 
the meeting on June first — bearing the news. 
\| Down at the old stone bridge at the foot of the hill, | 
we waited patiently from three o’clock tilf after sundown. | 
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Every time a figure appeared at the top of the hill by || 
the white church, we thought it was the Squire. 
A herd of cows came by, a fisherman, a number of \ 
|| farm wagons on their way home, but not a sign of the | 
|| man we waited for. | 
Then, gradually, we realized that the brook was | 
murmuring peacefully over the pebbles below the big || 
| gray rock —that the frog choir in the swamp, back of 
| the mill, was tuning up for the evening Sonata. 
! We heard without particularly wanting to, the iazy 
| caw of an old crow homeward bound — the mellow sound | 
| of the church bell across the fields — the silvery tinkle 
| of cow bells in the darkening lane. 
And then after a while we were almost afraid the | 
Squire would come, to intrude upon this sacred time of 
| meditation and happiness. | 
\| When he finally didn’t come, it didn’t matter at all; and | 
|| somehow we realized that we had received something just as || 
|| important as a job in a bank—four absolutely happy hours. || 
i Happiness is an immortal bobolink which sings forever | 
\ in the roadside hedge; always there for us to hear, if we | 
|} will only shut out for a moment all discordant sounds — | 
| like, for example, the clink of gold. —C. Roy Dickinson. 



















































































CUTWATER OF SENECA 


By H. C. Bunner 
Illustrated by Will Crawford 











HE story I am about to tell is hardly a 
story at all. Perhaps I had better call 
it a report, and let it go at that, with a word 
of explanation as to how I came to report it. 
In 1884 a new state survey and a new 
re-districting act between them cut off about 
one-quarter of a northern timber county 
close to the Canada border, and delivered 
over the severed portion to its neighbor on 
the southerly side, a thickly settled county 
with several large towns and with important 
manufacturing interests. This division left 
the backwoods county temporarily without 
a judiciary or a place of holding court. But 
the act provided for the transfer of all 
pending cases to the courts of the more 
fortunate county down below, and gave the 
backwoods District Attorney the privilege 
of trying in the said courts such cases as 
might arise in his own bailiwick during his 
term of office then current. 

No such cases occurred, however, until 
the period stated by the act was nearly at 
an end, when the District Attorney of the 
mutilated county came down to Metropole, 


“When they spoke together of their watch on 
that fatal night, their suspicion flashed, 
illumined with the fire of heaven's 

truth, into a hijjus certainty” 


our County seat, to try a murder case. As 
our backwoods neighbors were a somewhat 
untrammelled, uncouth and free-and-easy 
folk at their quietest, his coming naturally 
attracted some curious interest, especially 
after it became known that he had come 
into town sitting side by side with the 
prisoner in the smoking-car, and discussing 
politics. with him. His name was Judge 
Cutwater, and he was generally spoken of 
as Cutwater of Seneca — perhaps because 
he had at some time been a Judge in Seneca, 
New York; perhaps because there was no 
comprehensible reason for so calling him, 
any more than there was comprehensible 
reason for various and sundry other things 
about him. 

He was a man who might have been sixty 
or seventy or eighty. Indeed, he might have 
been a hundred, and he may be now, for all 
I know. But he was lean, wiry, agile, supple 
and full of eternal youth. He might have 
been good-looking if he had cared to be, 







for he had a fine old- 
fashioned eagle face, 
and a handsome, flow- 
ing gray moustache, 
the grace of which was 
spoiled by a straggling 
thin wisp of chin 
whiskers, and a patch 
of gray stubble on each 
cheek. And, of course, 
he chewed tobacco profusely and dif- 
fusely, and in his long, grease-stained, 
shiny broad-cloth coat, his knee-bagged 
breeches, his big slouch hat, and his 

eye-glasses with heavy black horn rims, 
suspended from his neck by a combination 
of black ribbon and pink string, he looked 
what he was, as clearly as though he had been 
labelled —the representative of the Majesty 
of the Law among a backwoods people out of 
odds with fortune, desperate, disheartened, 
down on their luck, and lost to self-respect. 





He said he was a good Democrat, and I 
think he was. He saw the prisoner locked 
up, bade him a kindly “Good night, Jim,” 
and ordered the jailer to let him have all 
the whiskey he wanted. Then Judge Cut- 
water called on his brother of the local 
bench, greeting him with a ceremonious and 
stately dignity that absolutely awed the 
excellent old gentleman, and dropping an 
enormous Latin quotation on him as he de- 
parted, just by way of utterly flattening him 
out. After that he strolled over to the hotel, 
grasped the landlord warmly by the hand, 
and in the space of half an hour told him a 
string of stories of such startling novelty, 
humor and unfitness for publication that, 
as the landlord enthusiastically declared, 
the recent Drummers’ Convention could not 
be said to be “in it” with the old man. 

The next day the case of Jim Adsum for 
the murder of his mate in a logging camp 
was called in court; and District Attorney 
Cutwater’s trying of it was a circus that 
nearly drove old Judge Potter into an 
apoplectic fit, and kept the whole. court 
room in what both those eminent jurists 
united — it was the only thing they did 
unite in — in characterizing as a disgraceful 
uproar. 

And yet, somehow, by four o’clock he 
had evidence enough in to convict the 
prisoner; the defence had not a single ex- 
ception worth the noting, and was rattled 
as to its state of mind; and that weird old 
prosecutor, who repeatedly spoke of the 
prisoner at the bar as “Jim,” and made 
no secret of the fact that they had been 
bosom friends and companions in the forest, 
had worked up a case that made the best 
lawyers in the room stare at him with looks 
of puzzled surprise and amazed respect. 

When he rose to sum up, he slowly and 
thoughtfully drew a tin tobacco-box from his 
trousers’ pocket, opened it and deposited 
therein his quid, after passing his right 
hand, with a rapid and skillful motion, 
across his gray moustache. This feat he 
performed with a dignity that at once 
fascinated and awed the beholder. Then 
he began: 

“Your Honor and Gentlemen of the Jury: 
It is a rare and seldom occurrence that a 
prosecuting official, sworn to exert his 
utmost energies to further the execution of 
the law, is called upon to invoke the awful 
vengeance of that law, and the retribution 
demanded by outraged humanity, upon the 
head of one under whose blanket he has 
lain within the cold hollows of the snow- 
clad woods; with whom he has shared the 
meagre food of the pioneer; side by side 
with whom he has struggled for his rights 
and his liberties, at the daily and hourly 
risk of his life, with half-breed Injuns and 
with half-breeder Kanucks. Sech, gentle- 
men, is the duty that lies before this servant 
of the Law to-day; and sech, gentlemen, is 
the duty that will be done, without fear or 
favor, without consideration of friendship or 
hallowed association; and this man, Jim 
Adsum, knows it, knowing me, as well as 
he ever knew anything in the fool life that 
is now drawing to a close. 

“You have heard, Gentlemen of the Jury, 
the evidence that has been laid before you 
on the part of the prosecution, and you 
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have heard the attempt made by the learned 
counsel for the defense to discredit that 
evidence in his eloquent but frivolous open- 
ing on behalf of his unfortunate client. I 
trust that you have given to the one the 
appreciative attention which it deserves, 
and that you have let the other slip, naked 
and shivering, into the boundless oblivion 
of your utter contempt. 

“What, Gentlemen of the Jury, are the 
circumstances of this case? We learn by the 
testimony for the people that on the twenty- 
seventh of November a party of seven men 
started off for the upper waters of the Sagus 
River, some to join a lumber camp, and 
others, among them this defendant, James 
Adsum, and his victim, Peter Biaux, a 
Frenchman, in the pursuit of their usual 
vocation — which may be said to be hunting 
for fur-skins, on general principles. This 
party of seven men is snowed up, and goes 
into camp at the junction of Sagus and 
First Rivers, and for eleven days remains 
thus snow-bound in that icy solitude, the 
only human beings within hundreds of miles. 

“There has been, Gentlemen of the Jury, 
as has been shown to you, an old grudge 
between the prisoner at the bar and the 
deceased; a grudge of many years’ standing. 
There is no use of going into the origin of 
that grudge. Some says it was cards; some, 
business; some, drink; and I personally 
know that it was a woman; but that makes 
no difference before this present tribunal. 
Let it be enough that there was bad blood 
between the men; that it broke forth, as 
two witnesses have told you, day after day, 
within the confines of that little camp 
crowded within its snow-bound arena in 
the heart of the immeasurable solitudes of 
the wintry forest. Again and again the 
other members of the party intervened to 
make peace between them. At last, upon 
the eighth day of December, matters come 
to a crisis, and a personal encounter ensued 
between the two men, in the course of which 
the deceased, being a Frenchman, is badly 
mauled, and Jim, here, being without his 
knife, through carelessness, is correspondingly 
cut. The two are separated; and, for fear 
of further mischief, the Frenchman is sent 
down the river to fish through the ice, and 
the prisoner is kept in the camp. That 
night, by order of the head of the party, he 
sleeps between two men.. These two men 
have told you their story —how one of 
them woke in the night at the sound, as he 
thought, of a distant shot, and became 
aware that Adsum was no longer at his 
side —how, reaching out his hand, he 
grasped another hand, and taking it for 
the prisoner’s, was reassured and fell asleep 
again — and how, weeks afterward, he first 
found out that that hand was the hand of 
the man who had been detailed to sleep on 
the other side of the prisoner. You have 
heard, gentlemen, how these two men awoke 
in the morning to find Adsum lying between 
them, shaking and shivering with a chill 
under his heavy blanket. You have heard 


of the long and unsuccessful search for 
-Peter Biaux, and of the accidental discovery 
of his mangled body three months later, 
under the ice of the Sagus River, at a point 
ten miles below the camp. You have heard 
how each of these witnesses was haunted 





by a suspicion that he had unwittingly 
betrayed the trust reposed in him, and how, 
at last, when they spoke together of their 
watch on that fatal night, their suspicion 
flashed, illumined with the fire of heaven’s 
truth, into a hijjus certainty. 

“You have been told, gentlemen, that the 
case of the people rests upon circumstantial 
evidence. It does, gentlemen; it does; and 
the circumstances are all there. You have 
heard how when these two witnesses ex- 
changed notes, they came to one conclusion, 
and that is the conclusion to, which I shall 
bring your minds. The witness Duncan said 
to the witness Atwood: ‘Jim done it!” The 
witness Atwood replied to him: ‘Jim done 
it” And I say to you, Gentlemen of the 
Jury: ‘Jim done it!’ And you done it, Jim; 
you know you did! 

“And now, gentlemen, what sort of a 
man is this prisoner at the bar? We must 


consider him for the purposes of this trial imag 





different person, for totally different causes 
and reasons, and under circumstances totally 


unconnected with the circumstances set 
forth in this case. Gentlemen, it is a rough 
country — rough as the speech of its chil- 
dren, rough as their food and fare, rough as 
the storms they face, and nigh as rough as 
the whiskey they drink. But it is a country, 
gentlemen, where every man knows his 
neighbor’s face and his neighbor’s heart, 
where the dangers and privations of life draw 

fe men closer together than 
they are drawn in great 
cities like this beautiful 
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I’m sorry, of course; but there wasn't no way out of it for either 


you or me. 


as two men—on the one hand, as the 
brave, upright and courageous trapper 
which he has on numberless occasions, to 
my personal knowledge, shown himself to 
be — and I may say to you, Gentlemen of 
the Jury, that I would not be here talking 
to you now if he had not a-been on one or 
two occasions. And on the other hand, 
Gentlemen of the Jury, I am going to show 
him to you as the red-handed murderer I 
always told him he would be if he gave the 
rein to his violent passions. Besides, the 
darn fool’s drunk half the time. 

“You have been told, gentlemen, by the 
learned counsel for the defence, that this 
crime was committed in a rough country, 
where deeds of violence are so common 
that it is possible that this man may have 
died by another hand, murdered by a totally 





However, I'll tell you what I'll do. 


town of yours, which is honored by the citizens 
I see sot before me in this jury box. In that 
great snow-clad wilderness, on that bitter 
eighth of December, with the thermometer 
thirty degrees below zero, I can assure you, 
gentlemen, that there was no casual, acci- 
dental, extemporaneous murderer lilly-twid- 
dling around that chilly solitude, sauntering 
among twenty-foot snow-drifts for the pur- 
pose of striking down a total stranger with 
nineteen distinct and separate cuts, and 
then fading away into nothingness like the 
airy. fabric of a vision. And Jim doing 
nothing all that time? Gentlemen, the- 
contention of the counsel ain’t sense! 
“Gentlemen, I wish I could tell you that 
it was so. I wish I could tell you so for 
Jim’s sake. I wish I could tell you so for 
(Continued on page 25) 


























THE FREEDOM OF THE PRESS 











Business Before Pleasure 
Miss Hill, who is a pianist of note, gave 
several selections with great skill. The 
remainder of the evening was enjoyably 
spent with cards and dancing. 
—The Asbury Park (N. J.) Press. 





Modest Animals 


Raymond Johnson’s team ran away 
while he was at the mill. New bridle and 
set of lines were needed. We think the 
horses got scared at a pile of undressed 
lumber. —The Winthrop (Ark.) Herald. 





By the Pound? 


Mrs. Bill Dunn bought a pup a few months 
ago under the impression that she was 
buying a lap dog. It is now as high as her 
kitchen table and still growing. Bill said 
the fellow that sold his wife that pup got 
skinned. — Benton (Ark.) Courier. 





An Advanced Woman 
Miss Amy Smith and grandson, 
visited in Hamilton, Sunday. 
—The Gallatin (Mo.) Democrat. 


Mirl, 





Started Wrong 

Anyone or any town that begrudges a 
few dollars worth of eatables to an old 
lady 90 years old, who has been a good 
jovial citizen in the township of Noble, a 
widow all. her life, surely has the love of 

humanity in cold storage. 
—Cor. of the Burr Oak (Ind.) Acorn. 





Very Formal 


Miss Grace Taylor, the charming young 
hostess of Freedom, entertained most de- 
lightfully with a formal two-course dinner 
the other evening. Covers were laid for 
thirty-five and maple sugar and pickles 
were served. 


The Columbus (Ohio) State Journal. 


He May Get Away With It 
Attorney Carl J. Sigfrid and his stenog- 
rapher, Miss Elsie Howell, came in Thursday 
night and left on the morning train for the 


south, —The San Miguel (Colo.) Examiner. 





How About Serving Them ? 
Police Officer Ewing has tendered his 
resignation. He retires from the force with 
the well-wishes of every one. He has treated 

the public square at every opportunity. 
—The Wooster (O.) Republican. 





The Strenuous Life 


Dr. Pay was out early with his horse and 
plow Sunday morning but was called to 
see a patient before he got to plow much. 

—The Bellefontaine (O.) Examiner. 





An Opportunity for the Right Man 
WANTED. 

A respectable young man that can give 
references, to room with. 71 Washington 
blvd. Mrs. Demars. 

—Adbv. in the Detroit Free Press. 





Ardor Burning Out 
A Holton girl who two months ago got 
six letters a week from an out of town steady 
now gets but three. 
—The Holton (Kan.) Signal. 





Going Out of Business 
For Sale— A parasol top, rubber tired 
buggy, refrigerator and a guitar. — Mrs. A. 
L. Sloan. 
—Adv. in the McLeansboro (Ill.) Times. 








Puck will be glad to have the assistance of 
readers in the collection of items for this page. 
If you come across a clipping which is a worthy 
example of the freedom of the press, send it in to 

K. S., care of Puck. 











ADVENTURES ON THE CLOTHES.-LINE 


Will She? 

Miss Edna Sundrup has been taken to a 
Cincinnati hospital, where she will undergo 
an operation on Tuesday for $17 in the 
lower Courts. —The Troy (O.) Record. 





Life and Potted Plants 


All ladies having storage pot plants in 
Bob Parrish’s green houses, Wallace park 
can get them any time they send for them. 
Ring 526 either phone (Park Cash Store) 
and get the amount you owe me as life is 
too short to work seven months on credit 
then beg for my money, so send cash or 
check when you send for plants. Yours 


to serve. 
—Adv. in the Paducah (Ky.) Sun. 





His Revenge 

Joe Merchant, a farmer near Ferguson, 
was bitten on the forefinger of one hand 
last Thursday, and painfully hurt. One of 
the animal’s tusks penetrated the finger 
far enough to draw blood. The hog died 
in less than half a hour after it had inflicted 
the injury. It had been acting strangely 
for several days. 


—The Big Sandy (Ky.) News. 





New Diversions 
The sing at New Bethany was fine, as 
also the Easter egg hunt, when the sport 
was divided between egg hunting and 
scratching off ticks. 
—Jones County (Miss.) News. 





The Application Too 
The guests were the same company of 
young ladies that have been associated in 
club activities for some time, but have a 
brand new name and a hard one to remember, 
“Honi-soit-y Mal-y Pennse.”” No doubt the 
meaning is a deep mystery. 


—The St. Joseph (Mich.) Press. 
































“I am a bad bold bird— 





and I want some free eats. 
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Almost Speaking 

“And have you a speaking part?” 

“Well, no, but it’s the next thing to it. 
In the first act, I raise my eyebrows, in 
the ‘second, I shrug my shoulders, and in 
the third, I curl my lip.” 


Little Girl—“ Kin Tommy git up closer, 
Mister— he’s near-sighted?” 





The Man He Might Have Been 


Mike Murphy, being physically well 
equipped, had no difficulty landing the job 
of town sexton and holding it until the 
first burial. Then he was asked to sign 
the permit. 

“But, I can’t write,” explained Mike, 
and he was discharged. 

Through his execution of grading contracts, 
excavation work, and pavement building, 
however, Mike eventually became a man 
of means and a figure in his community. 
When he applied to the leading bank for 
a loan of $50,000, he was assured that he 
would be accommodated —and asked to 
sign the necessary notes. Again Mike had 
to say: 

“T can’t write.” 

“And you have accumulated all this wealth 
and position without knowing how to write,” 
said the banker. ‘“‘What would you have 


been to-day had you known how to use a | 


pen?” 

Mike paused but a moment, before re- 
turning the answer. 

“TI would have been a sexton.” 





3,500 Irish-Americans Attack Red- 
mond. — Headline. 

These hot-blooded Irish-Americans were in 
Philadelphia, however, and as the Irish 
leader of Parliament was in London, or 
thereabouts, no particular harm was done. 





“Judging from the looks of the bride, I 
take it that Sixcylinder married for money?” 

“Not money. Sixcylinder married for 
gasoline. Her father owns an oil well.” 





The Methodist Episcopal Conference plans 
to eliminate the devil from the ritual. Why 
not make it a sweeping proposition and 
eliminate the old fellow all together? 











GRANLIDEN HOTEL 


LAKE SUNAPEE, N. H. 


AT the gateway of the White Mountains. The Ideal Tour Hotel at Lake 
Sunapee. Fine golf course, saddle horses, tennis, boating, canoeing, 
—— fishing for salmon, trout and bass as good, if not the best, in New 


ngland. 


nished cottages to rent. 


Dancing afternoon and evening. Fine motoring, etc. Fur- 
Accommodates 300 guests, Write for circular. 


Address W. W. BROWN, Hotel ont Dasmatian, 42d St., New York City 


Mr. Brown may be seen. at Hotel Manhattan, from May 15th 
to June 5th. Vjter th nd 9 og date, anliden Hotel, Lake's napee, N. H. 


Winter Season Hotels: INDIAN RIVER and ROCKLEDGE, Rockledge, Florida 


























Here Are the Facts About 


Nujol | 


Ace uv & eat 


UR ieslilint: ‘‘The 
() Rational Treat- 

ment of Constipa- 
tion,”’ summarizes briefly 
some of the facts which 
doctors have learned about 
constipation— what causes 
it, and why the use of 
Nujol as an internal lub- 
ricant is an effective 
method of treatment. 








Casual dosing with lax- 
atives and cathartics is an 
extremely unwise way of dealing with a 
disorder which is so full of potential 
dangers as is constipation. 


If you are interested in learning the facts 
about a far saner and safer treatment, you 
should have this booklet. Clip and mail 
the attached coupon. 


Most druggists carry Nujol, which is sold only in 
pint bottles packed in cartons bearing the Nujol 
trademark. If your druggist does not carry Nujol, 
we will send you a pint bottle prepaid to any point 
in the United States on receipt of 75 cents—money 
order or stamps. 


STANDARD OIL COMPANY é 


New Jersey) Ps 
ages NEW JERSEY .’ Standard 
- OilCompany 
o” (New Jersey) 
Dhector of Good H at ae: ,’ Bayonne, New Jersey 


reau of Foods, Sanitation and Eich P ¢ Dept. 42 


Please send your booklet, 
“The Rational Treatment of 
Constipation.”’ 


BAYONNE 




























































New Beliefs 


“Horrors!” exclaimed Mrs. Eugenica St. 
Proteid, dropping the newspaper squarely 
on top of her matutinal poached egg and 
clutching her brow wildly with her jewelled 
hand, “horrors! The paper says that a 
scientist has just discovered that children 
who eat eggs are liable to catch the diseases 
of hens. Cuthbert, go upstairs this second 
and look at little Anselm! He had an egg 
for dinner last night — the first egg I have 
been able to get him to eat for three years! 
Quick, Cuthbert! I'll follow as soon as 
my new corsets will let me! Oh, why did 
I make him eat that egg!” 

Cuthbert St. Proteid, the well-known 
efficiency expert, leaped from the table 
and dashed madly up the front stairs with 





Blotting Paper 


low moans af apprehension, while Mrs. 
St. Proteid followed more slowly. 

Suddenly a shriek of agony rent the air. 
The shrieker was Cuthbert St. Proteid. 
Mrs. St. Proteid blanched perceptibly, until 
she looked like a blanched almond. 

“What is it, Cuthbert?” she moaned, as 
she staggered breathlessly into the bedroom 
of her twelve-year-old offspring, Anselm St. 
Proteid, and beheld her husband kneeling 
at the boy’s bedside. 

“Eugenica,” said Cuthbert St. Proteid in 
a shrill, passionate whisper, ‘“Eugenica, 
little Anselm has one of those hen diseases, 
as sure as you’re born! See his spotted 
little face and his wide-open mouth! Didn’t 
you ever see a hen? What is it that he has 
got, Eugenica? Can’t you remember how 
the hens acted when you lived on the farm?” 

“Oh, oh, oh!” screamed Mrs. St. Proteid. 
And to think that I made him eat that egg 
when he dislikes them so! Why did I! 
Why did I!” 

“Why did you what?” asked little Aedes 
St. Proteid, opening his right eye and pushing 
his left ear more deeply into the pillow. 

“Why did I make you eat that egg for 
supper iast night!” moaned his mother. 
“Oh, why did I!” 

“You didn’t,” said little Anselm, closing 
his right eye again. “I took it out in the 
kitchen and dumped it in the garbage pail. 
I'd like to see anyone make me eat an egg!” 

“You didn’t eat it!” shrieked Mrs. St. 
Proteid ecstatically. “Then you haven’t 


? 


got the pip at all! 









But a low snore from the pampered Anselm 
was their only reply. 

So Mr. and Mrs. Proteid stole silently 
and joyously downstairs again, and set 
themselves to discover some new fad or 
misbelief which would help little Anselm 
to grow up to be a perfect chump. 

—a—— 

The German situation since that note 
arrived, simmers down to just this: 

Let us suppose that Mr. A owes Mr. B 
a dollar. B buttonholes A on Broadway 
and politely asks him for it. A replies: 

“Why, you low down, miserable, cheap 
crook, I wouldn’t give you a dollar if you 
sent me to jail for the rest of my life. I 
don’t owe you a dollar and I wouldn’t pay 
you if I did. Besides I haven’t got a dollar. 
I never owed you a nickel. Why don’t 
you collect that dollar C owes you if you 
want money so badly, you old skinflint. 
Everybody knows what a rascal you are, 
you cheap scalawag. Here’s your measly 
old dollar.” 














“Henry dear, we must be running out of 
gasoline. I’m sure the boat’s not going as fast 
as she was.” 





“Quiet in Wall Street.” — Headline. 
So quiet you can hear a stock drop. 





Who dares to say we’re not prepared? 
Both the Army and Navy teams won their 
ball games the other day. 





The latest thing is the “shaveteria,’’ 
wherein big and little shavers are supplied 
with all the necessaries and shave them- 
selves. One pays a dime for the use of the 
implements, and nothing more. Doubtless, 
however, there is a phonographic arrange- 
ment which inquires if one doesn’t want a 
shampoo, facial’ massage, electrical scalp 
treatment, hair tonic, shine or manicure. 





An Akron restaurant collapsed the other 
day — probably avercome by surprise when 
somebody’s order was prepared and served 
in less than forty minutes. 





Great Britain has ordered 3,000,000 
rifles, deliverable a million a year in 1917 
and the two following years. When does 
Great Britain think that this war is going 
to start? 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. the case of six glass stoppered bottles. 
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Removes Grease ning Fluid 


Cleans all materials without injury to fabric or color. 


Silk, Satin, Lace, Wool, Cashmere, Cotton, Velour, Felt, 
Velvet, Madras, Net, Lisle, Flannel, Serge, Gauze, Chiffon 


White Kid Gloves Coats, Cloaks Cloth Uppers 
Silk &SatinSlippers Neckties Furs 
Neckwear Coat Collars Blankets 
Feathers Furniture Covers Veils 

Dresses Portieres Hosiery 
Parasols Tapestries Lingerie 
Wraps Rugs — 

Opera Capes Carpets ypewriters 
Ribbons Piano Keys Auto-Apparel 


15c, 25c, 50c, $1 Size Bottles. All Drug Stores. 





The Convention Number 
(On Sale June 5) 


THe Convention Pucx— 
next week’s issue—is the best 
of all the special spring num- 
bers. When Puck starts 
out to have fun with politics 
and politicians, there is 
morally certain to be no 
little mirth let loose. The 
best way to make sure of 


getting the ConveEeNTION 
Puck is to order it well in 
advance. 


Order a Copy from your Newsdealer 
To-day! 






































“How convenient it is to live near the park, 
one can go about in riding togs, without bother- 
ing with the silly horses.” 


On Feet 

Feet seem to be regaining their place in 
the world as organs of expression. 

In the old days our prehensile-tailed 
ancestors made them serve as legitimate 
and as important a use as hands, but with 
the passage of time their employment 
gradually became more restricted till they 
reached a distinctly inferior and mechanical 
level of service. 

Since the middle ages, however, and the 
beginning of modern civilization, they have 
been gradually winning back their early 
importance in community life. 

It remained for the twentieth century, 
and for Pavlowa and Lopokowa, to make 
them a real artistic instrument. 

It remained for the twentieth century, 
and for New York City, to place them 
properly again on the highest level as a 
means for the expression of a democratic 
political idea. 

On May 13th, 1916, 145,000 marching 
people registered with their feet their belief 
in the principle of adequate national military 
protection. 

The press, the pulpit, and the platform 
— supposedly the freest and most advanced 
modes of democratic intellectual expression 
— were relegated to second place, and the 
human tribe returned for the moment to 
its primeval faith in the efficacy and signif- 
icance of feet. 





“After all,” said the Cheerful Idiot, “you 
will have to admit that the wealth of the 
nation is pretty well equalized, all things 
considered?” 

“In the face of these statistics, I’ll admit 
nothing of the sort,” said the Perpetual 
Grouch. “I find here that there are 2,000,000 
automobiles in the United States.” 

“What does that prove?” said the Cheer- 
fu! Idiot. 

“Nothing in particular,” replied the 
Perpetual Grouch. “It merely serves to 
remind me that I haven’t the price of a 
spark plug.” 





C Hop quality deter~ 
mines deliciousness 
of beer flavor. 
Gjood hops are good 

for the nerves. 
Caayer Hops are conce~ 
ded to be the best hops. 
Genuine imported 
Saazer Hops are used 
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A Splendid Piece of Color 
By B. Wennerberg 


One of Munich’s famous artists I 
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Reproduced on heavy plate paper, 
all ready for framing 


and sent prepaid for 2 5 C i 


IN STAMPS 
Size 11 x 14 inches 


PUCK PUBLISHING CORPORATION 
210 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK 

















The Seven Arts 
(Continued from page 12) 


Beating “This beats Bernard Shaw,” 
I hilariously remarked to 
Shaw Johnnie’s mother. She was, 


I admit, a comely matron. “His name is 
John, not Bernard, and when he gets home 
his father will beat him all right,” she tartly 
replied. I folded up my mind at once. The 
million things that were happening could not 
be described in a hundred best-sellers. With 
ear-drums fatigued by the blare and bang 
of the monster band, my collar ruined by the 
art of Johnny’s shoemaker, my temper in 
rags from the impact of the sweaty, struggling 
army of fellow-humans, I reached Madison 
Avenue in safety, thirsty yet gorged to 
satiety, and quite unhappy. Like Stendhal, 
after his first and eagerly longed-for battle 
in the Napoleonic Russian campaign, I felt 
like exclaiming: “Is that all?” In truth 
it had been too much. The brain is too 
variously, too savagely assaulted at- the 
modern circus. I was pessimistic enough to 
regret the single tent, the antique solitary 
clown, the heavenly Mamzelle Leonie — any 
other name will suit her gauze skirts and 
her bewitching horsemanship. As a matter 
of fact, we could not now endure the old- 
fashioned circus, with its accompanying 
lemonade — where are the cramps of yester- 
year? But the human heart is perverse; it 
desires the penny and the cake at the same 
time, and destiny ever separates them. I 
forgot to say that down in the freak room, 
where sat the Missing I.ink, the fat lady, 
the various lilliputians, the giantess — the 
giant had just died, — the double-man, the 
jugglers and tattooed persons, the noise was 
terrific, the air dense, and the poor little 
children were scared, wondering and weeping. 
I asked the Bearded Lady: “Which do 
you prefer, Shaw or Shakespeare?” She 
must have Celtic blood in her system, for 
she quickly responded through her fabulous 
whiskers (our fathers saw them about a 
century ago): “Neither Shaw nor Shake- 
speare for me. Give me fried Bacon. But 
Shaw ought to be on this platform with 
the rest of us.” She made a sweeping 
gesture that embraced her fellow freaks. 
Dramatic criticism in the circus! O! Sham 
and Supersham! 


The Book 7 nagpor fe see a play 
of the the next best thing is to 
of read it. Doubleday, Page 

y & Co. are issuing in their 


Drama League Series a collection of modern 
plays which are readable. Max Halbe’s 
“Youth,” so dear to the romantic playgoer; 
“‘Hobson’s Choice,” that amusing slice of 
Lancashire life, by Harold Brighouse; the 
delightful ““My Lady’s Dress,” by Edward 
Knoblauch; Francois de Curel’s psychologic 
study, “A False Saint”; “The Apostle” by 
Paul Loyson—very striking—may be en- 
joyed in the vernacular. Each play is 
prefaced by well-known critics. It must be 
remembered that we read John Galsworthy’s 
‘‘Justice” before we saw it on the boards at 
the Candler. It may not be “well written” 
in the conventional play-wright’s sense, but 
it thrills because of its power and sincerity. 
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MRS. FISKE 


IN THE NEW AMERICAN COMEDY 





ERSTWHILE SUSAN 





ASTO BROADWAY & 45th STREET 


Evenings 8.10 
Matinees Wednesday and Saturday at 2.10 
Cohan and Harris present 





The Cohan Révue 1916 





LONGACRE, THEATRE West 4sth st. 


Evenings at 8.30 


Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2.30 
COHAN AND HARRIS PRESENT 





LEO DITRICHSTEIN 


IN HIS COMEDY SUCCESS 


THE GREAT LOVER 








HUDSON THEATRE Matizces Wed 





After the Play Visit Atop New Amsterdam 
MEETING PLACE 
OF THE WORLD 
MIDNIGHT 
48th ST. THEATRE $73 St fas 
Messrs. Shubert Present 
REPUBLIC Yeti. 280 12 
A. H. Woods presents 
With JANE COWL and All Star Cast 
SEO COHAN’ S ree er Mate Wed & Sec 296 
In POM-POM 
Management CHARLES DILLINGHAM 
pone GREATEST SHOW LOWEST PRICE 


ZIEGFELD rn 
FROLIC 
Evenings 8.15 Matinee Thursdays & Saturdays 2.15 
By EUGENE WALTER 
COMMON CLAY 2és., 
HENRY W. SAVAGE OFFERS 
HIPPODROME 
AT. | HIP HIP HOORAY | £v’Ss. 


AILY 
DAIL SOUSA | SENSATIONAL 8.15 
2c. to | &BAND | ICE BALLET 25c.. to 


$1.00 1,000 People—100 Wonders $1.50 
Staged by R. H. Burnside 
Sunday Nights, Sousa and His Band 


The Successor to “‘Peg O’ My Heart”’ 


THE CINDERELLA MAN 


EDWARD CHILDS CARPENTER'S NEW ROMANTIC 





COMEDY WITH A NOTABLE CAST 
RI A LT BROADWAY & 42D STREET 
Direction of S. L. ROTHAPFEL 


Continuous Show from Noon 
15—25—50c. 








SHUBERT ATTRACTIONS 
IN NEW YORK 

WINTER GARDEN og . 

CASINO The Blue Paradise %* |... 

LYRIC Katinka 

39th STREET Arnold Daly 

MAXINE ELLIOTT’S 


Irene Fenwick 


COUNTLESS SPECTACULAR FEATURES 


“The Temple of the Motion Picture” 


Largest, Best Orchestra and Organ in any Theatre in the 
World 





. ANDLER West 42nd St., Near Broadway 


Evenings at 8.15 
Matinees Wednesday and Saturday at 2.15 


JUSTICE yoo" 


With John Barrymore and O. P. Heggie 























‘WHO'S WHO” 
in BASEBALL - 











Who’s Who in Baseball 


Compiled by John J. Lawres for the Baseball Magazine Co. 


Contains authentic and complete records of every important player in the National and American 
Leagues. The height, weight, age and birthplace of every player is given together with the com- 
plete list of professional ball clubs with which he has been connected. The BATTING AVERAGE of 
every player is traced year by year, giving the complete list of number of HITS, RUNS, STOLEN 
BASES, etc.— six columns of important figures. 
are treated in the most comprehensive manner, giving games pitched, wins, losses, average effect- 
iveness, etc. More than two hundred players, comprising all the leading members of both leagues 
are treated in a manner which, for thoroughness and general instructiveness has never been equalled. 


ss For Sale at all Newsdealers at 15c. per copy. 


If your newsdealer can’t supply you, we will 
send you a copy prepaid for 15c. in stamps. 


Baseball Magazine 


“Tris Speaker Traded” 
“Does the American League 


and 15 other big stories by baseball’s 


15c. at all Newsdealers 


In addition the leading pitchers of both leagues 





Have You Seen the June 


Containing Among Other Features 
Outclass the National?’’ 
“Inside Baseball’’ 


foremost writers 
Buy a copy today 

















BASEBALL MAGAZINE CO., Publishers 
70 FIFTH AVENUE, 


NEW YORK 
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Life in Latin America 


Cuapter I 

Repus.ic or Tabasco, CENTRAL AMERICA: 
The Revolutionists, under their intrepid 
leader, General Rodriguez Tamale, stormed 
the city to-day, and after three hours of 
brisk fighting, took President Guava a 
prisoner. The Guava administration col- 
lapsed completely. The populace are now 
on the plaza, cheering madly for General 
Tamale and the Revolutionists. 


Cuapter II 
RepusB.ic or TaBasco, CENTRAL AMERICA: 


The Revolutionists under their intrepid 


Everything that has ever happened has 
occurred in a Day. There has always 
been some day when everybody has been 
born, and when everybody has died. 

When we got married, if at all, we did 
it in a Day. It is said that Rome was 
not built in a day; but it was begun in a day 
and finished in a day, and if there had been 
no day there would have been no Rome. 
We never know what a day will bring 
forth, even if we wait for years, as we 
sometimes do, to find out. A year is noth- 
ing but a number of days strung together. 
No year is stronger than its weakest day. 











Drawn by Ray Rohn 


Concentration 


leader, General Alvarez Caramba, stormed 
the city to-day, and after three hours of 
brisk fighting, took President Rodriguez 
Tamale a prisoner. The Tamale adminis- 
tration collapsed completely. The populace 
are now on the plaza, cheering madly for 
General Caramba and the Revolutionists. 


Cuapter III 
RepusBtic or TaBasco, CENTRAL AMERICA: 


The Revolutionists, under their intrepid 
leader, General Gomez Manana, stormed 
the city to-day, and after three hours of 
brisk fighting, took’ President Alvarez Car- 
amba a prisoner. The Caramba adminis- 
tration collapsed completely. The populace 
are now on the plaza, cheering madly for 
General Manana and the Revolutionists. 
(To be continued as above until the crack of 
doom.) 





Day . 

The Day is an institution invented some 
time ago by a Phoenician efficiency expert 
for the purpose of furnishing us with an 
original package of trouble, suspense, tor- 
ture, pleasure, amusement, deception, and 
other curious surprises. Every morning 
Time presents us with a new day. We 
undo the package and proceed to take 
from it what it contains for us... Some 
foolish people have tried to plan before- 
hand what their package contains, but 
have never met with much success. Surprises 
continue to predominate in the contents. 

Broadly speaking we may say that the 
Day consists of hours, minutes and seconds. 
This, however, does not begin to explain 
the matter. 





Keeping Up With Science 
Puysic1an — What? Troubled with sleep- 
lessness? Eat something before going to bed. 
Patient — Why, Doctor, you once told 
me never to eat anything before going to bed. 
Puysic1an — Tush, man! That was last 
February. 
strides since then. 


Science has made enormous 





Time to Go 
Tue Inrant TerriB_e — If I wasn’t here, 
I bet the gentleman would kiss you. 
Sister (horrified) — You impertinent boy! 
Go away this very instant! 





An Anticlimax 

It was to be his last call. They stood on 
the porch, in the moonlight. 

“You are determined?” he said, finally. 

“Yes, George, I think it is for the best 
that we do not see each other again.” 

“Do you love another?” 

“I do, George.. I have promiged my heart 
to Harold Updyke.” 

There was a moment’s silence. George 
stepped back and drew from his pocket a 
revolver, which glistened in the pale light. 

“George, George!” shrieked the girl. 
“What do you intend to do?” She took 
hold of his hand. 

“Not a great deal,” replied George calmly. 
“T have been calling on you for the last six 
months, Evelyn, and I have only exter- 
minated about half the dogs in this neigh- 
borhood. I want you to take this gun and 
give it to Updyke. He may want to finish 
the rest of them.” 








| Unsurpassed Mineral Water 





Would you drink a 


mew wine? Or a whis- 
key without the smooth 
richness of old age? 


Then no wonder you 
find difficulty in creat- 
ing cocktails which meet your 
discrimination in taste. Drink 


Club Cockfails 


Heublein of Hartford has 
found for you the rarest and 
finest of old liquors, blended 
them to a charm, and aged the 
wonderfully correct mixture 
in the wood before bottling. 
Club Cocktails will meet your 
most exacting requirements in 
all varieties. 

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
Hartford New York London 


Importers of the Famous 
BRAND’S A-1 SAUCE 














' sport pictures, size 9x 
for your den, om receipt of 2ic in stamps or coin: = 


ational Sportsman, 253 Columbus Ave., Boston, Mass. 

















ARE YOU A BUNNER “FAN”? 
On oy of $1.00 for a Three 


Months’ Trial subscription we will 
enter your subscription for 13 weeks 
and send you all back numbers con- 
taining the Bunner Stories. 


Don’t Miss the Bunner Stories 
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Not Without Reason 
“What is it?” 
‘Some bird to see you, sir,’ 
office boy. 
“Why do you call him a bird?”” demanded 
the dignified employer. 
“Well, he’s got a bill.” 


’ 


answered the 


Eighty-one members of a class in the 
Pennsylvania State College admitted at an 
¢ examination test that they didn’t know that 
Thomas Riley Marshall was vice-president 
of the United States. The surprising feature 
of the examination appears to be that 169 
members of the class did know it. 


He — “Darling, my very soul cries out to 
you with a call that is gentle and true.” 


One of the leading residents of Rushville 
had gone over to Centertown to seek a 
little noise. 

“How are things over in your town?’’ 
asked one of the Centertown gentry. “Any 
excitement?” 

“Excitement!” ejaculated the man from 
Rushville. ‘Our burg is as quiet as the 
Italian front.” 


“It says here,” said Mrs. Diggin, laying 
down the paper, “that telephone girls make 
very satisfactory wives.” 

“On the theory, I daresay,” said Mr. 
Diggin, “‘that by the time they marry they 
have gotten all the violent conversation out 
of their systems and really yearn for rest 
and quiet.” 


Conditions the Present Administration 
is Responsible for: 
(As charged by the New York press) 
The European War. 
The high cost of living. 
The hoof-and-mouth disease. 
The failure of the Brazilian cotton crop. 
The Irish Rebellion, the Mexican revolu- 
tion, and the shirt-makers’ strike. 
Sun-spots. 


Conditions It is Not Responsible for: 
Industrial prosperity. 
A smooth-working tariff schedule. 
The first satisfactory financial system in 
our history. 
Peace. 


MAN: HIS STRAW HAT 
Styles for 1916 Now Presented 


They’re getting more and more comfort every year into Men’s 
Straw Hats. 


One of the season’s new wrinkles is a flexible brim on a stiff 
straw hat. The brim holds its shape perfectly; but it is as 
soft and yielding as felt. 


Another hat (English) has a cushioned sweat-band which “gives” 
easily to the pressure of the head, and won’t let the hat 
blow off. 


The Abraham and Straus 1916 showing is very satisfactory, in 
its variety of good styles and low prices. 


Stiff Straws $1.50 to $3 
Leghorns $2.50 to $5 
Bangkoks $9 

$3.50 to $8 


Panamas 











Private Subway 
Station at Hoyt St. 








ABRAHAM > STRAUS [_="sis7aic. 











BROOKLYN, NEW YORK 











[ OLD DOMINION LINE 


Short Sea Trip to as ma 





> 


the Sunny South 


666 miles of refreshing ocean travel and O17 
144 days accommodation at the brilliant 
Hotel Chamberlin 
Old Point Comfort, Va. : 
Including all = bf 
$20 Hotel and Steamer Expenses AM , 
Tiron oo erp os Gases meme FE) 
Sailing every weekday, 3 P.M. from Prer 25 
“North River. New York. 
Send for free illustrated booklet No. 32 


J. J. BROWN, Gen’! Pass. Agt. 
W. L. WOODROW, Vice- 
Pres. & Traf. Mgr. 
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Cutwater of Seneca 

(Continued from page 17) 
your own sakes, for on you is soon to rest 
the awful yet proud responsibility of decid- 
ing that a fellow human being’s life is forfeit 
to his blood-guiltiness. I wish-I .could tell 
you so for my own sake, regarding myself 
as a friend of Jim’s. But it is the District 
Attorney, the Prosecutor for the, People, 
that you must listen to while he tells you 
the story of what happened that night. 

“It was half-past eleven of that night 
when this man Adsum arose. How do I 
know? Look in the almanac and see where 
the moon stood at half-past eleven! It 
was then that he slipped from between his 
two guards and drew back to where the 
flickering camp-fire cast the shadow of a 
pine tree on the wall of snow that shut in 
their little resting place. There he stood 
in that shadow —a shadow that laid on his 
soul and on his face — and waited to see if 
one of his comrades stirred. At his feet lay 
the two men that had been set to guard 
him, Jared Duncan and Bill Atwood. Eb 
Spence laid over the way with his feet to 
the fire. By him laid Sol Geary and Ken- 
tucky Wilson. Why, Jim, I can see it all 
just as if I was there! And then you — he — 
then, Gentlemen of the Jury, this prisoner 
at the bar, slipped from that camp where 
his companions lay, bound tg him as he was 
bound to them, in the faith of comradeship; 
and, as he left that little circle, that spot 
trodden out of the virgin snow, he left 
behind him his fidelity, his self-respect and 
his manhood; his mind and soul and heart 
full of the black and devilish thought of 
taking by treacherous surprise the life of a 
comrade. Up ta that hour, his spirit had 
harbored no sech evil thought. The men he 
had theretofore killed — and I am not say- 
ing, gentlemen, that he had not killed 
enough — had been killed in fair and open 
fight, and there is not a one of them all but 
will be glad and proud to meet him as 
gentleman to gentleman at the Judgment 
Day. But now it was with murder in his 
heart — base, cowardly, faithless murder — 
that he left camp; it was with murder in his 
heart that he sneaked, crouching low, down 
where the heavy shadows hid the margin of 
the ice-bound stream. It was with murder 
in his heart that he laid himself flat upon 
his belly on the ice when he came within 
two rod of the Beaver Dam, and worked 
along, keeping ever in the shadow till he 
come down to where that Frenchman, who, 
six hours before, had et out of the same pan 
with him, stood with his light by his side, 
gazing down into the black hole in the ice 
that was to be the mouth of his grave and 
the portal of his entrance into eternity. 
Murder, gentlemen, murder nerved his arm 
when he struck out that light with the fur 
cap you see now in his hand; and murder’s 
self filledehim with a maniac’s rage as he 
rose to his feet and shot and stabbed the 
defenceless back of his unsuspecting com- 
rade. This, gentlemen, this —and no tale 
of a prowling stranger — this, gentlemen, is 
the truth; and I will appeal to the prisoner, 
himself, gentlemen, to bear me out. Jim 
Adsum, you can lie to this Judge and you 


(Continued on page 26) 
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| _Hundredth 
Smoker 


If you are y 
, the one man 
» ina hundred whose tobacco taste is hard 
a satisfy, BLUE.BOAR invites you with 
! the promise of a new pleasure. 


Each of the choice tobaccos of which 
i BLUE BOAR is made is cut or broken to 
} just the degree of fineness which will pre- 
serve andaccentuateits individual charm. 


This painstaking “Rough Cut” pro- 
| tects and improves the unique and ex- 
quisite flavor and fragrance of BLUE 
|} BOAR, and insures its slow, even, perfect 
combustion in the pipe. 


BLUE BOAR is delightfully different 
; from all other tobaccos. It places at your 
service the crowning luxury of the pipe. 


ne Boar 


ROUGH CUT 


At good tobacco shops — twenty-five cents. 
In the new air-and-moisture-proof package. 
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|_Dert. 36. 624 S. Michigan Bivd., CHICAGO | 


Preparations 
for Summer Resort 
Business 


should inelude an order for a 
season's supply of good old 


vans 
Ale 


In bottles and splits oes es wtepment of 
patrons and the good 
Order from Nearest Dealer or ial psees 
C. KH. EVANS & SONS, Estab. 1786 MUDSON, m. ¥. 


The Top 
of Your 


Head 


should be cov- 
ered with a nat- 
ural growth of 
hair, and it can 
be— if roots are 
not dead. 
Dandruff can be removed and 
grey hair arrested through our Physical 
Culture Exercises and local treatment 
for the scalp. 


Write, for Information 


Grace-Mildred Culture Course 
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Cutwater of Seneca 
(Continued from page 25) 
can lie to this Jury; you can lie to your 
neighbors and you can lie to your own con- 
science; but you can’t lie to old man Cut- 
water, and you know it. Now, Jim, was not 
that just about the way you done it?” 

And Jim nodded his head, turned the fur 
cap over in his hands, and assented quietly: 

“Just about.” 

Twenty-five minutes later the Jury went 
out, and Judge Cutwater stalked slowly and 
thoughtfully over to the prisoner, and 
touched him on the shoulder. 

“Jim,” he said, meditatively, “if I know 
anything about juries, and I think I do, 
I’ve hanged you on that talk as sure as 
guns. Your man’s summing-up didn’t 
amount to pea-soup. I’m sorry, of course; 
but there wasn’t no way out of it for either 
you or me. However, I'll tell you what I’ll 
do. My term as District Attorney expires 
to-morrow at twelve; and, if you'll send 
that fool counsel of yours round to me at 
the tavern, I'll show him how to drive 
a horse and cart through the law in this 
case and get you a new trial, like rolling 
off a log.” 

And as Mr. Adsum got not only one but 
three new trials during the time that I kept 
track of him, I have every reason to believe 
that Judge Cutwater of Seneca kept his 
promise as a man, as faithfully as he per- 
formed his duty as a prosecutor for the 
people. 





Next Week 
“WHAT MRS. FORTESCUE DID” 
By H. C. Bunner 
Illustrated by R. Van Buren 











All Business 
“Then I can be one of your pupils?” 
“Assuredly, sir, for ten crowns a lesson,” 
said the great artist. “And a favorite 
pupil for two crowns extra.” 


A Pearl of Great Price 


Mrs. Nexpoor — “Your maid is a 
jewel. You must consider her worth her 
weight in gold.” 

Mrs. Homesopy — “Gold! Why I would 
not trade her for her weight in beef steak.” 


Base-Ball Standpoint 
Wits, Sr.— You are just a good-for- 
nothing ladies’ man. Why don’t you go to 
work? When I was your age I was striking 
out. 
Witus, Jr. — I’m doing better than you 
then, pop. I’m making a hit. 


Tit for Tat 


Game Warpen — Hey, kid, what have 
you been catching there? Trout, eh? Don’t 
you know this ain’t the season for trout? 

Sma Boy (fishing) — Sure; but when it 
is the season for trout, there ain’t any around, 
and when it ain’t the season there’s always 
a lot of ’em. And if the fish ain’t going to 
obey the rules durned if I am either. 














“Deadly Parallel” 


It is interesting to see this list of 
prominent authors and artists who 
are making Collier’s—and to read 
opposite them the opinions of 
readers on their work. 


AUTHORS 


A. Conan Doyle 

Booth Tarkington 
Rupert Hughes 

Arthur Ruhl 

Frederiek Palmer 
James Hopper 

George Pattullo 

Peter B. Kyne 

Charles E. Van Loan 
Grantland Rice 

Victor Murdock 

Carl Snyder 

Mary Roberts Rinehart 
Maude Radford Warren 
Julian Street 

Lincoln Steffens 

Henry J. Allen 

William Allen White 
Edward Mott Woolley 
Isaac F. Marcosson 
Hamlin Garland 

Alden Brooks 

H. G. Wells 

Bernard Shaw 

Wm. A. Wolff 

James William Fitzpatrick 
Josephine Daskam Bacon 
Inez Haynes Gillmore 
Ida M. Evans 

Dana Gatlin 

Beatrice Grimshaw 
Meredith Nicholson 
Margarita Spalding Gerry 
Ear! Derr Biggers 

Edgar Wallace 

Vingie Roe 

Edwin Balmer 

Sax Rohmer 

Richard Washburn Child 
Gelett Burgess 

Perceval Gibbon 
Wadsworth Camp 


ILLUSTRATORS 


Edward Penfield 
Herbert Paus 

J. C. Leyendecker 
Henry Raleigt 

F. C. Yohn 

Henry Reuterdahl 
Frederic Dorr Steele 
Lucius W. Hitchcock 
Arthur William Brown 
Boardman Robinson 
Wallace Morgan 

A. B. Frost 

F. G. Cooper 
Convers Wyeth 

F. E. Schoonover 


“These days Collier’s 


seems better than 
ever. To me it 1s 
many magazines in 
one.” 


“No other’ publication 
gives me the enjoyment or 


grips my interest as does 
Collier’s.”’ 


‘Your cover designs make a point 
and are always opportune.”’ 


“Collier’s is the one impartial, 
fearless magazine I know of.”’ 


“Collier’s is one of my best friends; 
dependable, stimulating, trustworthy.” 


“Its sound Americanism at this. par- 
ticular time is a blessing and a benefit 
to our great community.” 


““May I thank and congratulate you on those 
pictures you have done for my story in the 
09 


current Collier’s! They are charmers! From 
an author to an artist. 


“‘Collier’s is unapproachable among periodicals, 
a shaper of American life into conformity with 
the best ideals.” 


Collier's 


THE NATIONAL WEEKLY 
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Forks and Life 

Abdurrahman’s table manners are still dis- 
tressing. He looks helplessly at the array of 
silver at either side of his plate, and invariably 
grasps the wrong fork or the wrong knife. Ad- 
monition has so far been ineffective. 

“What shall I do?” he asked plaintively, on 
one occasion, “‘there are so many and they are 
so nearly alike.” 

“They are not alike,” I said severely. “You 
can watch your neighbor and do as he does.” 

“IT did watch my neighbor,” he said, “your 
friend, Mr. Leroy.” 

“Ah,” I said, “there is a man of perfect man- 
ners. From the greatest to the smallest detail 
of etiquette, he is one of our chief authorities. 
Did you really watch him?” 

“I did, but he was of no help to me.” 

“Why?” 

“He did not eat at all.” 

“Mr. Leroy,” I said in a commiserating tone, 
“is dyspeptic. His constitution is unfortu- 
nately ruined.” 

“How did that happen?” 

“Oh, I suppose, through carelessness of diet. 
He once told me that he lived for months on 
certain dishes that he was especially fond of,— 
horribly indigestible stuff.” 

“Why didn’t he follow the rules of etiquette?” 

“The rules of etiquette have naturally nothing 
to say about what you eat.” 

“Strange,” said Abdurrahman, “‘if I am care- 
less of what I eat but careful of how I eat it, 
my manners are excellent, but if I am ver 
careful of what I eat, but use the wrong fork, 
I am bad mannered.” 

“Why not be careful of both?” I asked. 

“Life is short,” ‘sighed Abdurrahman, “and 
there are so many forks.” 


— Curt Hansen. 


We Wonder, Too 


A young embezzler in a small city in Connecr- 
icut was caught before he could get away with 
the goods. The bank president, upon being 
asked by a reporter what the young man did 
with his money, said, ‘““The way he spent his 
money was to start in the morning and keep on 
through the day, sending here and there for 
this and that. I wondered how he could do it.” 


A Difficult Customer 


How is it that woman has not bought any 
silks? She has been looking for several hours. 

Can’t seem to suit her? What shade is sh: 
looking for? 

A shade the best of it. 


Pouitictan—I have nothing to say. All I 
know is what is in the papers. 

REPORTER—I see now what you meant yes- 
terday when you said there is nothing in the 
papers nowadays. 

Assistant—Shall I head this wedding story 
“Cupid And Hymen Inspired”? 

Epitor—No; tell the truth. Head it 
“\fother and Daughter Conspired.” 











Tere 


Corp sh My 
“Day Off” or “Day On,” 
Keep Cool in B.V.D. 
HETHER you hike for “‘the 


game’’ or the country, or must 


Stay strapped to a desk, B.V.D. Un- 
derwear will give you more genuine 
comfort than you ever had _ before. 


Loose fitting, light woven B.V.D. 
Underwear starts with the best pos- 
sible fabrics (specially woven and 
tested), continues with the best 
possible workmanship (carefully in- 
spected and re-inspected), and ends 
with complete comfort (fullness of 
cut, balance of drape, correctness of 
fit, durability in wash and wear). 





MADE FOR THE 
If it hasn't It isn't 
This Red B. V. D. 

Woven Label Underwear 


BEST RETAIL TRADE 


(Trade Mark Reg, U.S. Pat. Of, and Foreign Countries) 











B.V. D. Closed Crotch Union Suits (Pat. U. 
S.A.) $1.00 and upward the Suit. B.V. D. 
Coat Cut Undershirts and Knee Length 
Drawers, 50c. and upward the Garment. 


The B.V. D. Company, New York. 


general store, 

less per day. © 

irons, washers, cl 

Get lights three minutes af 1 
for lights in detail in a letter. N 


incrating. “' Write your needs 
r. OT A POSTAL CARD to the 
GRAY MOTOR CO., 625 Gray Motor Bidg., Detroit, Mich. 








Faultless 
Pajamas  ] Night Shirts 








When writing 


to advertisers, please mention PucK 
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